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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
THREE POEMS 

OLD AGE 

Drink. 

The fountain is bending low. 
It is being filled with emptiness. 
The day is spilling its light. 

Drink, 

Bending the unyielding knee. 

There's a tremor 

In the thought of height — 

The snow of the years is fallen. 

Drink. 

The black shadows are toppling 

Over into thin waters. 

In the night, 

When thou art removed 

From the fountain, 

Thy thirst will cease to be 

A burden. 

A vision shall fill the night. 

OUR SORROW 

Your sorrow died, 
And you buried it; 
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And then you dried 

Your tears 

As you went your way 

Forgetting it: 

While mine lives through the years. 

Men understood your sorrow 

Because it died, 

And pitied your tears, 

Which you have dried; 

But they leer at my sorrow 

And sneer, 

Because it lives through the years. 



MARGARETTE 

She's a clever little witch, 

And knows it; 

But it has not spoiled her heart. 

The beauty of her tressed head 

Is enhanced by the cunning of her fingers. 

Her piquant and mobile face 

Reflects 

The sunshine of her soul, 

And betrays the clouds of it. 

I like to study her face. 
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